From Where We're 
Standing 
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Dear Readers, 


We find ourselves, at every moment, observing the world. It’s not a choice we have, it’s not a con- 
scious decision. It just is. Our status as observers is neutral — it is neither negative nor positive — but 
it does open for us a choice. 

We can choose to stand still exactly where we are in the world, take a good look around, and then 
make something of it. That’s what this year’s Quest contributors have done. They have looked at the 
world from where they were standing and they told the story of that moment in stanzas, or stories, 
or pictures. | 

Now Quest is in your hands, and the question we hope you are left with after reading is this: Where 
are you standing and what do you see? 


Sincerely, 
Jenna Van Brugge, Nathan Reid-Welford, and Magdalaina Teeuwsen 
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New Mercy 
Rowena Hobbs 


Trying to fill the ocean with stones Untitled 
So that I might walk on water Carraugh Brouwer 
The saline of my brow meets that of the sea 

As I heave boulders into its depths 

Throbbing muscles, rushing blood 

Mountains turn to pebbles sink to sand 

Lost forever in this bottomless chasm 

And I faint from thirst 

Sweet summer rain falls in pregnant drops 

Reviving me from my slumber 

Stony pillars breach the water’s surface 

As if the rocks I sowed had been tended 

By some skilled undersea gardener 

Who nourished them with sediment 

The mature columns bear my weight 

And I step out across the great blue 


Stars i've seen stars before 
Maggie Ford obviously 
most people have 

and ive even seen stars 

up north 

or in other provinces 

but i've never seen stars like this 

these stars are so perfect 

like if you were to describe 

a perfect starry night 

you would describe the stars 

right above our home 

i could almost curl up 

inside the little dipper 

or ask to try on 

orions belt 


Daybreak 


Avigail Venema 


Flat on my back 

Nothing but formlessness and heavy dark 
Weighing on my heart 

Numb even to this crushing weight 
Trapped in my head 

I may as well be dead 

Because there's no life in me 

Dont know how long it goes on 

Or if anything is even going on 


A tiny tremor in the earth beneath 

A breeze whispers by my ear 

I've never felt anything besides the heaviness 
before 

A still, small voice breathes into me 

the wind sings, 

“I have formed you, 

I have named you. 

Fear Not. 

For I have redeemed you 

I have called you by the name I gave you, 
Your name is 

Mine’. 


I had never heard a sound before 

But now my heart screams, 

“That is my name!” 

I feel the ground shift beneath me 

I'm gently pushed up. 

Far over the flat hard ground 

A light- the Sun, says the wind in my heart- rises 
slowly 

I was blind to what sight was, but now I see 

I see the strange things growing up beneath me 
“Plants!” my heart cries. 


I sit up slowly, wrapped in life 

I'm lying in a vibrant meadow 

The Sun warms my numbed soul 

New songs- birds, I think- trill through the air 
As I rise, I find Morning Glories twisted in my 
hair 


Across the meadow, through the flowers 
Coming from the Sun's radiance 

I see him 

my heart remembers and sings, 

“The path of the righteous is like the morning 
Sun 

shining ever brighter till the full light of day-” 
I dash toward him, and he smiles 

Envelops me in a hug 

Picks me up and spins me round 

Dancing together, I whisper, 

“I am Yours.” 


Look At The Birds 
Abby Ciona 


A response to Matthew 6:25-34, Luke 12:22-31, The speckled wildflowers blooming in cracks of the 


and 1 Samuel 3:1-10 


Listen to the birds 
but I can't hear them 


sidewalk. You step over them every day to 

school, but you're too hurried to look down and see 
them. 

Look around. 


Of course you cant, because when youre driving Look at the ravens 


on the highway, you're going too fast and 

the cars are too loud for you to hear the black- 
birds in the farmers’ fields calling 
CONK-la-REEEEEE and the song sparrows 
trilling. 

Be still. 

Consider the flowers 

what flowers? 


ravens dont live around here 

They do, but you're too busy to notice and dismiss 
them as ordinary crows. You dont notice 

that they're bigger than crows and croaking and 
clattering their beaks as they fly over you. 

Slow down. Pay attention. 

speak, now I’m listening. 


Hooded Merganser 
Abby Ciona 


Waves 
Grace Constable 


Nate's voice interrupted, “Dorothy?” As my sunburnt senses failed me, I struggled to see him get 
into the driver's seat. “I've got some work... Keep an eye on him for me. He'll cook if you stay,’ he said, 
and gave me a wink. “Maybe you could go to the beach later - I know you two love to walk together. 
Plus, you know he could use the company.’ 

“What will we talk about?” I shouted as he drove away. I could hear him laugh down the road 
as the 70s style curtains swayed in the rear window of the van. Paul hadn't talked to me— about his 
dad, or anything really. When we walked, we just watched the waves. At the beach he would draw as I 
swam... I turned to see him on the balcony. His eyes seemed softer from there; his sandy hair blown by 
the wind. 

He seemed tired, “It’s a beautiful place.’ I twisted to mimic his view; my black hair swished 
with the movement. The city seemed to come out of the ocean, like debris left on its shore. The railings 
creaked behind me as he shifted to leave. My stomach churned. Nate said— 

The screen door opened, “Are you hungry?” Paul asked. I swallowed, nodded, and caught his 
smile before he disappeared into the apartment. I made my way up. 

The kitchen light swung low inside his apartment. I took a seat as he began to cook. He served 
the supper in ceramic, and the low light glowed between our faces. Our legs nearly touched underneath 
the two-person table, and I noticed his caution to avoid the collision. His gaze only reached my lips. 


Afterwards, I thanked him and went to the sink with our dishes. The metallic sink stared back 
at me. He always looked, never saw. I was right there. I clutched the linoleum counter and felt the ten- 
sion blister from my fingertips to my spine. What did I think? That he would know I only thought of 
him? That he would realize I saw him? I couldn't look anymore. I had tried. 


Paul’s muscular hand wrapped itself around my waist. I turned around in his arms, to face him. 
“Thank you,’ he said. 


I dug my hands into the neckline of his shirt, the cotton was thick beneath my fingers. My tears 
seeped into the fabric like water into sand. 

As we parted, he looked into my crystal eyes, and there was that softness again. He said, 
“There’s something I want to show you.” He took my hand and led me to his room, where the waves 
seemed to pass through the window. We sat on his bed, and he stretched to pull a score from his night- 
stand. The page had been torn from a notebook, written in pencil. “This was my first song.” 


Read the full version at redeemerstudents.ca/quest 


Dreamland 
Rebecca Versluis 
There comes a moment when one must realize 
That no matter how wild, grand and unrealistic 
Your dreams may be, there is magic to be found. 
And I don't mean magical spells spouting out of a wand, 
Or glittery fairy dust lingering within the foothills of our souls, necessarily. 
I just mean there are certain quintessential moments 
that make you question your entire existence. 


Like how one second the sun rises on its tippy toes, reaching for the clouds 
And the next its beams disappear with the cotton candy sky. 
How four am conversations are full of oversharing and energetic proposition 
And, on the other hand, those communications of nine am are half-hearted 


And of eye-bagged, mumbled sentences 
Shouldn't have gone to bed so late last night, but. 
Shouldn't have been thinking about him all evening long, but. 
Shouldn't have zoned out daydreaming about salty shores and rainbow moons, but. 


It's all just a blur, a fog, a rhythm of promise; 
Night owl problems. 


Isn't it strange how the stars litter the dark sky 
And half the world rests on silk pillows 


And the other half works and plays and runs; the world never really sleeps. 


But yet, I just want to escape into dreamland; 
Listening to vibey music, 
Feeling the wind in my hair, 
Wearing a loose sundress that rustles in the breeze. 
Of the west coast shore, of the east escarpment. 

I'm standing with those I love most, under the milky twilight. 
Fireworks are present above us, and the whole world watches on a pedestal. 
The blinding lights illuminate our laughing voices 
The highway is calling; a series of late night drives lie ahead. 

This must be the life - aesthetically pleasing sunsets, 


Sparkling sheets of snow, 
Clusters of friends, not a care in the world. 
Read the full version at redeemerstudents.ca/quest 


In winter's dark 

a traveller’s breath 
fogs glass frames; 
those fumes confuse 
street-shine into 
—haze. 


Then, Id tell the stars 
in his unworn skin, 
speckled by Light; 
for this glory, 

I would endure. 


Refraction 
Grace Constable 


Now, Light directs, 


disperses (slips through) 
breath-burnt ice: 


transforming road- 
lamps into halos— 


each one bears a 
many-coloured 
ring 


The Company of the Sun 
Zachary Howell 


When the morning sky belongs to 
neither the Moon nor Sun, 
the lone bag-piper stands again; 


He waits for her, along the silent forest’s shore. 


Cold, wet drops cling to his pipes and 
his cheeks flush in the keen autumn air. 
The lake is sleeping: 

tucked in by the crimson foliage 

and a veil of midnight’s fog. 

And his lungs command, 

Blow 


Blow 


Blow 


as a breeze starts to stir. And he blows into his 
chanter and elicits her favourite tune: 

Those drones and hums- the heights and hollows 
which named the Highland’s Flower- 

pierce and glance across the drowsy waterfront. 
And with that breath, he waits for her, 

as the sleeping body’s edge 

rouses and flickers with red blue and yellow 


__ at the beckon of his finger’s spring. 


Each note speaks with history. 
Each trill calls to heaven. 


And as he plays, 

he waits to see her shining face 

come out and peek across the lake. 

Each morning the lone piper marches in 
her slow, patient, warm embrace. 


You ll hear the title at the end 
Rowena Hobbs 


I'm numbed. A tooth being pulled should hurt. But I’m numbed. I forget what this place once 
was. A colourful carpet square. In the middle of a cinder block room. Stories read. Stories told. 
The same VHS. A different Little book. Through the snow on the shoulder of the road. Sled 
scraping on plowed pavement. Soggy Niagara winters. The warm library. My carpet square. 
Shelly's desk. So tall. Too tall to see what she saw. Those books were mine for a time. That 

space was mine for a time. 

When you Turn Ten. Walk to the warm. Cinder block. Carpet square. Too tall. Walk alone. Me? 
On my own? All on my own. Turn ten. Two months. So close. The space would be mine for all 
time. Mine. All on my own. 


Closing. Closing? Closing. Becoming? Dentist. Oh. The best place on earth. Becoming. The 
worst. 

Keep your head higher than your heart. I drove here alone. Don't lie flat. I drove here on my 
own. Flush with salt water. All alone. Keep it clean. I came here on my own. It doesn't hurt now 
but it might hurt later. Should it hurt later? It doesn’t hurt later. It doesn’t. Keep your head higher 
than your heart. 


& 


I made it feel normal. It should have felt strange. It had the potential to feel strange. Too strange. 
Too hard. Pretending its normal works for now. That ceiling. Studied. Lying flat on my back. 
Deep breath in. Cold air comes in. Becomes warm inside. Long breath out on Ah. Send it to the 
sky. To lights and grid poles. To wires and fans. To windows and insulation. Breath out on Ah. 
It's yellow. Send it to the sky. Be present. In the space. That ceiling. That floor. I ran. I walked. I 
rolled. I slid. We collided. We created. We played. We existed. No more. Tables in rows. Won't 
be moved. Won't make space. To Be. To Play. To Feel. To breath. 


Keep your head higher than your heart. 
On my childhood library becoming a dentist office 
and 


the Black Box at school becoming a covid testing center. 


Up here, 

above the clouds, 
above your house, 
with birds, sometimes, 
(but not for very long) 
I'm here. 


No point in returning. 


Youd think it special, 

gazing down, all around 

if you look you'll be nauseous 
and I always stay close, 

far from the edge. 

It's a sort of special. 

A lonely special. 

But time runs normally. 

Days are days 

nights are nights 


and I sit and wait 
and I lay and regret 
that fateful climb, 
all those days ago, 
that changed me 
and left me here 
atop a pole. 


Sometimes I see planes. 
I wonder if they'll hit me. 
They haven't yet. 


I dont know if it’s better here. 


It’s different, 

but better? 

It’s different. 

But I have these words. 

I write them carefully, 
gently, 

then, at the end of the day 
I tear them off 

and watch them fall. 


Theres a lot of things I dont need here. 


But there's more things I want. 
You understand the sun here. 
You understand the breeze. 

You see new meaning in colours. 
You find new meaning in dreams. 
And. 

It's where I AM now. 


In review: 

This could be better. 
I'll write this 

better 

tomorrow. 


Today: 

I feel something. 

It's still too high, 

and you look very small. 


HAH: words found in the wind 
Nathan Lise 


Untitled 
Nathan Lise 


To Promise 
Natalie Duncan 


Amphitrite flew out over the open water. She could hear her uncle flapping somewhere 
behind her, watching her every move. 

Reluctantly, Amphitrite turned her head down. Her neck twinged in protest. Her beak 
caught against the wind, forcing her to work harder. But shed promised her mother to fly only 
over the duck’s part of the water. 

For what felt like hours, Amphitrite fought the wind. Gone was her joy in flight practice. 
Instead, Amphitrite was focused on the distant, rippling borders in the water. She fought the 
current with each wingstroke. | 

Then something brushed against Amphitrite’s wingtip. She looked up—and her neck cried 
out—and saw her Uncle Kadmos flying right beside her. 

“Good work!” he honked. “Excellent flying!” 

Amphitrite was too out of breath to reply. 

“You flew like a true duck today,’ Uncle Kadmos said. “Now let’s go back, and we'll see 
if your mother can't help you catch a minnow.’ 

He banked and turned, soaring back the way theyd come. 

Amphitrite stretched out her neck, long and forward, cutting through the wind like an 


arrow. Just for a moment. Just to feel what it felt like again to effortlessly glide forward, high 
above the ocean waters, one with the wind. 

Like a true duck. 

Amphitrite stopped thinking. She angled her wings and shot forward. Her uncle was 
honking something in the distance, but this time Amphitrite ignored him. She closed her eyes 
and just flew. 

After a while, Amphitrite knew she must be over Fishland waters, but she didn't care. She 
was betraying her uncle, her mother, her family, but she didn't care. She couldn't make herself 
care. She was one with the wind. 


Amphitrite arrived home as the stars started to poke through the velvet sky, shining more 
brightly than the last golden rays of the sun. There was no moon tonight, and the night felt 
strangely empty to Amphitrite. It suited the guilt that had settled in her belly. 

Down below, Amphitrite could see that the raft was already settled for the night. Only 
Uncle Kadmos was awake. As Amphitrite began her descent, she could see that he was honking 
something at her, probably revving up for the lecture. 

“,--monster!” Uncle Kadmos was saying. “She woke the monster!” 

Amphitrite’s siblings started to stir, then her mother stood up. The hen stared up at 
Amphitrite, fanning out her wings, sheltering her other ducklings. 


Amphitrite twisted in midair, but she saw only the darkening sky behind her. 

And now the rest of the raft was up and honking. “Get away! Monster! Leave us alone!” 

Amphitrite landed, but the raft was running away. “Where is it?” she called after them. “I 
dont see it—” 

“Mama!” one of Amphitrite’s brothers cried. “What's that horrible noise it’s making?” 

“It's so ugly!” her sister said, backing away. “What does it want from us?” 
Amphitrite looked behind her again, arching her neck. 

“We have to go,’ Uncle Kadmos said, putting himself in front of Amphitrite’s family. 

“Everyone, take off now! We have to fly! We have to prepare for war!” 

“What?” Amphitrite said, turning back. “But there's nothing...” 

Her mother met her eyes. And hissed. 

Amphitrite took a few steps back. Her family took off in moments, blending in with the 
sky. She pictured her mother’s dark jewel eyes. She tried to fly again, but her wings were too 
heavy. 


Read the full version at redeemerstudents.ca/quest 


Purpose = 
Rowena Hobbs 


Untitled 
Nathan Lise 


